
One r< tie o: aterloo
Next Friday Marks Passing of a Century Since Napoleon Was Defeated by Wellington.

| Field of Battle Again Fought Over During the Present War.Cockpit for the Armies of
Europe Napoleon s Plans for the Great Struggle and the Failure of His Subordinates.
Corsican Depended Upon Marshal Ney, Who Failed to Get Behind Blucher, as He Was
Instructed As the Emperor Saw the Battle.Fresh Troops for the English.How the Old
Guard Fought.Field Wrested From Grasp of the French.The Defeat, Rout and Panic.

U8T 100- years ago next Friday
June 18. 1815.the baitle of Wa¬
terloo was fought. What name

can conjure up thotighis of greater
disaster, of mighty strife and desperate
v«.lor, or of such wreck and ruin of tem¬

poral power and prosperity, as when Na¬

poleon Bonaparte, the Corsican man of

dettlny. the' greatest soldier of the mod¬
ern world and emperor of the French,
who fills more pages of the world s sol¬
emn history* than any other mortal,
calmly met his fate on the frightful
field of Waterloo"
A few weeks later he was being

borne over the seas on a British
frigate of war to the Island of St.
"Helena, to spend the last few years of
his life in bitter contrast to all that

¦makes bis name one of the most mar¬

velous in the world's history. He died
1n exile, at St. Helena. May 5. 1821.

Waterloo Belgium, then even as now

the cockpit for the armies of Kurope.
will go rolling down the centuries as

« byword for all that spells defeat
#nd ruin of earthly ambitions and hu¬
man endeavors, for it was oti that
bloody field that th^ vaunted "star of
destiny" of the great Corsican ceased
to shine, and went out in utter dark
t>ess in the crowning defeat of the man
who had conquered almost half of the
civilized world by the sheer force of
his genius. Waterloo was the last
battlefield of the mighty Corsican.
Napoleon Bonaparte, first emperor of
the French.
One sees the child of destiny, born

1n obscurity, rise from a poor lieu¬
tenancy in the French army until, in
a few short years, he takes the em¬

peror's diadem from the hands of the
Pope and places it upon hi:; own head.
Then one can picture him putting
down the mobs in the streets of Paris;
in the plains of I.ombardy, with his
ragged army crushing host after host
of Austrians by those brilliant maneu¬
vers and rapid marches that stunned
and annihilated his foes; battling in
rhe shadow of the pyramids of Egypt,
and crossing the snow-clad Alps,
marching to that great victory of
Marengo, where his star of destiny
never shown brighter.
Later, at the head of his victorious

French legions, at l*Im. Jena, Auster-
lltz. Friedland. Wagram and a host of
other great battles, where victory ever
perched upon his eaerle banners, and
where his star of destiny seemed ever
but to shine more brilliantly. Again
he appeals to the imagination in Rus¬
sia, leading the grand army, nearly
half a million strong, to the walls of
Moscow, "where the infantry of the
snow and cavalry of the wild blasts
scattered his legions like winter's
withered leaves."
And that terrible retreat from the

elements and hunger, pursued by the
savage Cossacks. the staggering,
frozen columns of pitiful wretches who
had marched into Russia as certain
conquerors, and only a sad remnant of
whom returned to tell the frightful
tale of suffering-, misery and death.
Beaten by fire, snow and hunger, that
rabble of gaunt and almost crawling
creatures staggered hack to France,w'here the great Corsican seemed but
to stamp upon the earth when new-
legions sprang from the soil, to cry
¦with their last breath: "Long live the
.mperor! "

Then Leipsic, and."driven by a mil¬
lion bayonets back upon Paris, clutched
like a wild beast, banished to Elba."
Then he "escapes and retakes an em¬

pire by the force of his genius"; the
Bourbon king flees from the throne of
France as he is borne in triumph to
Paris on the shoulders of his comrade:*
in arms, and then, the hundred days'
reign, Waterloo and St. Helena. He
passes from the pages of history for-

But Waterloo.Napoleon and France,
against Blucher and his Prussians,
"Wellington and his English and troops

*
* *

ever.

f

of Belgium. Nassau. Hanover and
Brunswick H*> has inarched rapidly
from Paris with the flower of French
manhood in his Tanks, to strike his
enemies, who have again allied them¬
selves agninst him. Blucher and Wel¬
lington a.e in Belgium with their
armies ready to invade France. Will
Blucher form a junction of his army
with Wellington's: Not if Napoleon
can prevent it. That is what they plan
to do. but he aims to drive his army
between Blucher and Wellington and
defeat them both, one at a time, even
as he annihilated the Austrians in the
plains of Italy years before
His plans are perfect: that master

mind has lost none of its cunning, and
he is upon them before they know it.
It only remains for his grand marshals
and generals to obey his orders to the
letter, '/hen that is done there will
be no E'.iglish army to succor Blucher.

<#
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and no Prussian army to succor Well¬
ington. He moves the chessmen on the
board; h»» sticks the pins in his maps,
studies them, and moves them again.
Marshal Ney will get behind Blucher

even while he is making a feint at
Wellington to drive him back toward
Brussels, and when the Prussians
break, as they surely will, not a man
of the Prussian army will escape: he
will grind them between his legions,
and Wellington and his English will
then have their turn after Blucher is
annihilated.
This is two days before Waterloo, and

Wellington and Blucher are trying to
bring their armies together to with¬
stand the shock of the French, with
Napoleon and his imperial guard.

*
* *

But Ney fails to get behind Blucher
as he has been ordered. The English
hold him engaged at Quatre-Bras, and
he does not move as the master mind
has planned. The emperor sends a

courier to Ney. telling him the fate of
France Is in his hands. But still Ney
does not move into his position. Too
late; Blucher is beaten at Ugny and
starts his retreat, but there is no Ney
behind him with his French corps to
annihilate the retreating Prussians.
Blucher gets away in the night, and,

ICHKR.

although Marshal CJroucliy is ordered
to follow with 32,000 French and
harass him and to prevent him form¬
ing a junction with Wellington. Blu¬
cher eludes his pursuers and retreats
to Wavre. while Grouchy follows his
own shadow to Gembloux. Meanwhile
Napoleon, wroth at Ney. turns his at¬
tention to Wellington and forces him
steadily bark toward Brussels.
But Wellington has surveyed the sur¬

rounding: country with the eyes of a
great general. He is small of stature
like Napoleon, but he is no stranger
to the fiehl of battle, and he is known
as "th* Iron Uuke." He knows he must
fight, but h*» will fight on ground of
his own choosing, so he halts at
Waterloo, a l^agu'- from Brussels, and
assembles his allied arms on Mont St.
Jean, with a rolling plain before him
and the forest of Soignics in his rear.
Blucher may yet come to help him
withstand the shock of Napoleon's im¬
perial army.
The rain has been falling in torrents

and the roads are deep in mud to mire
the artillery of the French to the hubs.
Napoleon comes up with the Iron Duke
the evening of the 17th of June, 1815,
but too late to attack him. He looks
at the sun and exclaims: "What
would I not give for the power of
Joshua to command thee to stand still
for a few hours." Th* two armies go
into camp within sight of each other.

XAPOLROTV ABOARD THE BELLEROPHO\.

the French on the heights of La Belle
A Iliance.

During: the night the rain falls in
torrents again, as though the very skies
weep for the slaughter that shall fur¬
ther drench the soil of Belgium on the
morrow. In the pouring rain the em¬
peror goes forth to reeonnoiter the
ICnglish position, and having satisfied
himself of that, while his tired vet¬
erans bivouac in the mud. he throws
himself down for an hour's sleep be¬
fore daylight.
He has been in the saddle for hours

on end with little or no rest, and, al¬
though his body is suffering from a
local malady that would deter a stern¬
er soul, his mighty brain knows no
rest. In the morning he mutters: "We
shall see; we shall see."

*
* *

During the early hours of morning
the rain stops. The emperor is up at
sunrise. From the heights of La Belle
Alliance he sees the English army
drawn up in battle array and he ex¬
claims: "At last, at last then, I have
these English in my grasp. The ene¬
my's army is superior to ours by near¬

ly a fourth; there are nevertheless,
ninety chances in our favor, to ten
against us."
He wishes to start the battle at 7

o'clock, but the ground is too soggy
from the rain to allow his artillery and
cavalry to maneuver, and some of his
cannon have not yet come up with him.
so Waterloo did not begin until 11
o'clock, much to the yexation and dis¬
appointment of the emperor. He does
not know that Blucher has eluded
Grouchy. He is counting on him to
take care of Blucher. He has great
confidence in Grouchy, who has never
failed him before, and who is most
punctual in carrying out his emperor's
orders.
At last the French move forward

from the heights of La Belle Alliance
with banners flying and trumpets
sounding airs of former battle glories.
Fateful field of Waterloo! There will
be no victorious trumpet blasts for the
emperor of the French and his shat¬
tered legions at the close of this day.
The proud eagles of France, victorious
on so many fields of battle where the
great Corsican led, will be trampled
in the blood and dust ere that morn¬
ing sun shines to greet another day.
Why had Marshal Ney failed to obey

his emperor's orders forty-eight hours
before at Ligny and Quatre-Bras? Ney,
of whom the emperor once said during
the campaign in Russia: "Oh. what a
man, what a man!" And why did it
have to rain again on the night of the
17th of June, just before Waterloo?
And why had Grouchy failed to follow
Blucher to Wavre?
As the battle of Waterloo is begun.

Napoleon, from the hill of Hossome
sees a dark mass moving in the direc¬
tion of St. Lambert. He thinks it may
be Grouchy, but he sends Gen. Dau¬
nton t with three regiments of light
cavalry to see. At this moment a Prus¬
sian prisoner is brought to him and
from him the emperor compels the in¬
formation that Blucher is at Wavre,
that Grouchy and his corps have not
been seen at Wavre. and that the dark
mass moving in the direction of St.
Lambert is Bulow, the Prussian gen¬
eral, with 30,000 fresh troops.

*
* *

A courier is dispatched with all speed
to find Grouchy and tell him to make
all haste toward Waterloo. Bulow must
be taken in the rear, but in the mean¬

time the emperor orders Count Lobau
to take 10.000 men to follow and sup¬
port Daumont and his three regiments
of cavalry, who are marching toward
St. Lambert to meet Bulow. Count Lo¬
bau and Gen. Daumont are ordered to
hold Bulow in check until Grouchy
takes him in the rear, when they will
redouble their attack. Thus fate has
dealt the emperor another unexpected
blow.
"We have sixty chances to win now,

and forty against us," he tells his Mar¬
shal Soult. "If Grouchy repairs the
horrible fault he has committed by
amusing himself at Gembloux, victory
will therefore be more decisive, for the
corps of Bulow must in that case
be entirely lost."
At 11:30 o'clock 120 French cannon

open on the English and their allies
of Hanover, Nassau, Brunswick and
Belgium, and Marshal Ney moves for¬
ward with his legions of veterans to
where the Iron Duke's brave thousands
calmly- await them.
What pen or brush shall ever describe

this gigantic struggle that holds the
fate of Europe? What tongue shall
ever pay a just tribute to the mighty
deeds of valor on the part of aggressor
and defender alike, as they close in for
their death struggle on this fair June
day?
Who has not seen that wonderful

canvas, "Scotland Forever." the charge
of the Scotch Grays at Waterloo, or
"Wellington's Thin Red Line/' and
that of the Old Guard cheering their
emperor as they go forth to make
their last desperate assault on Wel¬
lington's squares of British infantry?

Who has not read Victor Hugo's
mighty effort to describe the battle of
Waterloo, and who shall sa> today hut
what he has succeeded, for there is a

pen picture by a master".'
All day long the ebb and flow of the

tide of battle moves forv.v'd and back¬
ward. until the dead and wounded
cover the plain and the living are worn

with strife and black from powder
smoke. From 1 he first volley of French
artillery no fiercer fighting has ever

been seen on the soil of all Europe.
Thousands of magnificent French cav-

ulry were piled up in the hidden and
sunken roadway, until the bodies of
men and horses formed a causeway for
the thousands thundering behind to

ride over and across that fatal and
unknown chasm of death.
At 12:30 o'clock Grouchy is midway

between Oembloux and Wavre, but
Napoleon does not learn this until about

drenched with the blood of Englishand French alike.
fart of the allied enemies of theFrench are already it) retreat in flightand panic toward Brussels, and the

. .ry of victory comes from the ranksof France. but Wellington and hisEnglish refuse to yield. Darkness ir.
oniing on to close this June day that
has so reddened the soil of Belgium,and the Iron Duke and his remnant of
English infantry seem to have made
up their minds to die to the last man.
Slowly they give ground, inch by

inch, before the onslaught of the
French, moving back upon the forest
of Hoignies. The French are still as¬
saulting and Marshal Ney leads charge
after charge with the torn remnant
of French cavalry.
And now through the gathering

darkness comes the cry of Blucher.
It Is taken up and heard above the

king: and even their warlike queen had
to flee for their very lives before
Napofeon and his French army. And
now the tide of battle turns and the
French are beaten back. The torn and
shattered English, taking new life,
return to the fight with renewed en¬
ergy. Panic seizes the French ranks,
and in the darkness it is hard to dis¬
tinguish friend from foer Despair and
demoralization give place to the disci¬
pline and valor with which the French
have battled so gloriously throughout
this long and bloody day.
In vain .Marshal Ney strives to rally

his shattered and demoralized regi¬
ments. He is in raers and tatters, be¬
grimed with the smoke of battle, and
holds the hilt of a broken saber in :iis
hand. He has had five horses shot
from under him and his garments
pierced with musket balls, but still he
lives and fights on. "Come and see
mow a marshal of Frame can die!"
he screams to his panic-stricken sol¬
diers. but. it is no use. the rout has
begun.

#
* *

Only the Old Guard of the »mrv>ror
still flfrrht on and refuse (o fly. The
cannons of the English sweep their
ranks and they fall as the winter's
withered leaves. Again those engines
of death are loaded with grapeshot and
the cannoneers wave their torches be¬
hind the guns. A British officer goes
forward and calls out: '.Surrender,
brave Frenchmen!" He Is answered
with a laugh and a word unprintable.
The Old Guard dies, but never sur¬
renders. Once again the flame leaps
from the line of British cannon and
the Imperial Guard of the Emperor

1

4 o'clock in the afternoon. In spit© of
the emperor's orders, he does not quit
(iembloux until 10 o'clock in the morning.
Now he learns definitely that Blucher is
supposed to be at Wavre, and he is prone
to march in that direction. He heart?
the tremendous thunder of the cannon at
Waterloo, and his generals beg of him to
make all haste in that direction to sup¬
port the emperor.

*
* *

Gen. Excelmans points out that* the.

emperor must be heavily engaged, since
such a tremendous cannonade could not

possibly be a minor engagement, but
Napoleon s courier of the early morning
has not found Grouchy, and his orders
have been to follow Blucher. He wavers,
and finally sets out for Wavre, where
Blucher has left only his rear guard,
while with his main force, 30,000 strong,
he has gone to Waterloo to support Wel¬
lington.

Wellington is beaten and his army
should be in retreat, but he does not be¬
lieve it. and although torn and shattered,
there they stand, a thin red line. From
the hill of Rossome Napoleon learns for
the first time, and too late, the fiber of
these British infantrymen. Why does
Grouchy not come? From Waterloo they
hear the roar of battle at St. Lambert,
and believe that Grouchy may be there,
or almost there, to take Bulow from his
rear.
As night draws on the English army

is in most desperate straits, and Wel¬
lington is heard to say: "Would to God
that night or Blucher would come." The
French army is little better off, arid the
battle has turned into a strength-ebbing
death struggle. Ney, as Napoleon after¬
ward said, has succeeded in getting the
magnificent French cavalry massacred,
and the last of the Imperial Guard.
those veterans who have been the last
crushing blow to the enemy on so many
fields of battle.have already gone for¬
ward into the fray. Not a French soldier
is in reserve, and Marshal'Ney is calling
for more infantry.
"Where does he expert to get them?"

replies the emperor. Never before has
the superb French cavalry thrown itself
upon a foe with such violence time and
again, only to be repulsed. They descend
upon those British squares like furies
of avenging death itself, but the red
squares meet the shock and will not break.
They rush through the first squares and
come upon the second, and there they
die by hundreds.

*
* *

Those who remain, return, reform
and charge again, hut always with
the same result. Men and horses are

impaled upon the British bayonets and
the squares are ridden down and
crushed, but they form again and re¬
fuse to rout. Tt i8 like an irresistible
force meeting an immovable object,
and the plain before Mont St. Jean is

"SCOTLAND FOREVERI" &V0CAIUTQOC* J&C/*ftr£!1*sOO£> (*}
roar of battle by both French and
English. What a cry of hope and de¬
spair is that cry of Blucher, Blucher,
Blucher! For one It means rescue,
victory and life and for the other It
spell^ defeat and death. Blucher comes
in the nick of time to save the Iron
Duke, with 30,000 fresh Prussian
troops, who pour upon the field of
battle.

?
* *

They fall upon the French with a

fury in their hearts that seems to re¬
member Jene, when their Prussian

Napoleon die to the last man. They
died but never surrendered.
And what of him for whom this

bloody carnage has been fought, and
because of whom the name of Water¬
loo will go rolling" down the centuries?
Could the great Corsican have heeded
the words of Wolsey to Cromwell:
"Cromwell, T cnarge thee fling away
ambition," who can say but what he
would never have had to drink this
cup of defeat and bitterness to its
very dregs at Waterloo?
Must one believe that this man of

destiny had such an abiding faith in

his star of destiny that he steadfastly
refused to heed aught else? Can any
human mind describe or even Imag¬
ine the feelings of this physically sick
man as the sun kocs down on the bat¬
tlefield of Waterloo and he hears the
savin* cry of Blucher. Klucher?
And how different had that Joyous

shout been "tSrouchy! (Jrouchy!" ant
that tardy marshal arrived with h'.s
fresh thousands to succor his emperor
instead of Blucher &nd his Prussians
to succor Wellington. And thus "chance
and fate combined to wreck the for¬
tunes of their former king:."

Sitting on his hor.<e on the height*
oT Ho8some. sometines almost uncon¬
scious from the .pain of his malad<
and fatfewe. with a Belgian rustic tie.i
to his saddle in order that he shall
not have run away when the emperor
wishes to ask him questions about the
character of the surrounding countrv.
he has seen his grand cavalry butch¬
ered hy the orders of the brave, but
rash Marshal N'ey. and his hard and
blood> won tield of Waterloo wrested
from his snisi) b\ the Prussians urt-
det Blucher f'erhar s he thinks wft
h human bitterness (.f all his plans to
forestall this \ er\ catastrophe, tw o

da\s before, at l.ign\ and Quatre-Rra-.
and who shall say h«* is not human if
the iron sinks deep nto his soul?

*
* *

If Ne\ had carried out the orders «»:"
the great master mind there would
have been no Prussian army to turn
the tide at the «-lose of this fateful
day. And had (Jrouchy followed
Blucher diligently and harassed him.
keeping; him In check, instead of
"amusing himself at Getnbloux." Blu¬
cher would have never come to sa\«

the Iron Duke. The great master of
battlefields laid his almost perfcct.
plans, but chance and fate quitted his
ranks and went over to his enemies.
Has he returned from Elba to th»

throne of France for 1«»o days to se«

his st ir of destiny, that, shone so fair
on a hundred fields of battle, co out in
darkness and silence at the er> of
Blucher at Waterloo? He plunges
spurs to his horse to pro upon the
field in the midst of the tinal carnage
and panic in the vain hope that his
presence will stay the rout, even as

at the bridge of T-odi he seized the
tri-color and led his soldiers up to the
very muzzle of the Austrian cannon
and turned panic and defeat into vic¬
tory and glory.
But it is never to be again. The

star of destiny has gone out forever.
He becomes lost on the battlefield
among the dead, the dying and the de¬
moralized, panic-stricken madmen flee¬
ing from that horror of destruction.
He is borne along on the tide of the
rout even as he vainly tries to stem
and turn it back, until he is found
wandering like a somnambulist by
some ot his remaining generals.
They seize his bridle-reyi and hurry

hitfi away, for the Prussian cavalry
are cutting the fleeing fugitives to
pieces and were it daylight the capture
of the emperor would be an easy and
almost certain matter. All is lost. The
rout is complete. Sixty thousand dead
and wounded cover the battlefield, and
what is left of the French army is
fleeing in wildest confusion toward
Paris or anywhere to escape the
sabers of the Prussians, who ride them
down and butcher them as they fly.
And even at this very hour the great

armies of Russia and Austria are
about to cross the Rhine and move on
Paris. There will be no French armv
to oppose them. The great soldier
conqueror of Europe has been broken
on the wheel of fortune at last; he is
a fugitive, a hunted animal.

A REVIEW OF BRITISH ARMY BY WELLINGTON.

AT the time that Marie Antoi¬
nette wan having flour piled
thick in the roads at Ver¬
sailles to look like snow, so
that she and her court might

play at sleigh riding, somebody re¬
buked her, saying, "The people are cry¬
ing because they have no bread." to
vhich the light-hearted queen replied,
"Then why do they not eat cake?"
That story is a cheerful expression

«>f a neglected truth. What consti¬
tutes the necessities of life all depends
iipon vour point of view. Therefore,
.>at cake and cheer up." Stop harp¬
ing for a moment on the wants that
hurt most and try a new want The
rhances are you will go at it with so
much fresh zest that the flrst thing you
know you will get what you want.

After a while the French people who
ere starving for bread while Marie

Antoinette was using flour for a make-
fcelieve winter took the playful queen's
sdvice and did eat cake It cost the
queen her pretty head, alas! but the
people kept right on eating cake, and
]<>' after a while they had a republic in
T':ace of the monarchy and they were
ail king* and queens themselves.
However, the grand, rich rake that

revolution brings is often not as tasty
a* that which i* to be had by gentler
means. The poor mother, tired from
bending over the wash tub, sits down
to rock her baby to sleep, and as she
rocke a sense of ease makes for her

store body a luxury of merely sitting
down: so while she rocks, she sings
and dreams of the day when the baby
will be a man.President of the United
States, perhaps, and thus does she eat
her cake.
The children of the poor may eat

their cake through plate glass; they
will stand hungry outside th-e hake-
shop window and get no nearer the
cake than choosing the pink one or the
green one inside. Then in aft#«r years
when, obedient to the law of democrat¬
ic progression, they have grown up
and become rich enough to own a
bakeshop.alas, for the real irony of
life!.grim application to business will
have given them a. dyspepsia which
bars them from choosing to eat cake,
and though a quantity of all sorts lies
under their hand it is farther from
them than ever were the green and
pink ones that in their youth they
chose through a show window.

If any one believes that dream cake
cannot be truly eaten, then try to take
the old rag doll from an alley child to
replace it with a neat ascepUc Teddy
Bear, or get your lesson more fiercelydemonstrated trying to take away the
real baby from some "little mother" of
the slums to replace it with the doll
proper to her years
But best of all and most tenaciouslypossessed is the cake to be had in

work. This, very solemnly, with the
authority of a great name, was set
forth recently in Washington, when,
at the banquet of the American Fed¬
eration of Art. Mr. Cram, the archi¬
tect of the Church of St. John the
Divine in New York, told how by put¬
ting a certain spirit into the work of
building that church, every laborer
loves his task and goes about It hap¬
pily. In other words, there is no labor

problem there, for the workingmen eat
cake. Making the best of things Is
simply to eat cake.
The small American boy had the

right idea. When he was bad his
mother used to shut him In a dark
closet to stay until he became a good
boy. Being the healthy offspring of a
nervous and overconscientious mother,
he spent more or less time In the
closet daily. One day a neighbor, wit¬
nessing this process of his regenera¬
tion, took advantage of his mother's
absence from the room to sympathizewith him. To that the boy replied:
"Oh. I don't mind. I've got some toys
hidden In the closet, arid I've made up
a lot of new games to play In the
dark."
That's a good Idea. Get some toys

hidden away in the dark places and
see what a good time is possible, onoe
you adopt the policy of eating cake.
Even broken *oys will pass in the
dark. There's a quantity of damaged
toys lying about everywhere that have
not lost their usefulness by any means,
if you will only decide to eat cake
and never mind the dark.
There are the angels, for one thing.Think what a magnificent game theymade for the blind Milton! "Paradise

Lost"' is the souvenir he has left to
the world of his play in the dark.Dante «ot much the same kind of a
good time out of the closet that life
put his soul in.
There are fairies, too. They navedone wonderful service keeping lip the

courage of children in that awful mo¬
ment after the lights are turned out
to go to sleep and sleep. like every¬body and everything in the world but
the blackness of night, stays a long,long way off.
Also, there are witches, fearful but

exciting: creatures who get after one
in the dark and make such fine sport
as Burns describes In "Tarn O'Shanter's
Ride." All of those toys can be used
by people In the dark to give them a
good time if they will decide at once
to stop crying for bread and eat cake
What is really needed more than

anything: else these days is a touch of
the poet.
There tumbled from the dusty shelves

of a second-hand book dealer on 11th
street the other day a set of Alexander
Dumas, complete in ten volumes.
In the course of the ten volumes

Dumas graphically describes the great
hunger that Napoleon had for a poet.
He was never satisfied with his or
anybody's achievements, because there
was no poet to ennoble his reign. His
ministers and agents everywhere were
under explicit instructions from him
always to be on the outlook for a bud¬
ding poet, and any young man who
produced any kind of creditable verses,
whether to springtime, to the snow, or

to love, was quickly pounced upon and
lugged off to Napoleon, who gave him
a pension and watched and waited for
him to become great.
But it was ever the same story. "Most

all the birds will sing at early dawn,"
and Napoleon s pensioned poets as the
day advanced proved to be swallows,
not larks or nightingales. Thus the
great general went to his grave still
hunger for his poet. Then Victor
Hugo came. Had Napoleon only thought
of eating cake.that is, had he depended
less on his sword and his crown.he
might have had his fill of peotry, per¬
haps. But anyhow, after his wars and
conquests, when the warrior's day was

done, the poet appeared. Probably the
kaiser sits at night in the dark in his

royal niche in the trenches; a little
way off, French and Joffre do the same,
and they are all hungry and they have
no toys hidden in the trenches, and
poets are dying by the thousands all
about them. How different it might be
if they would only all eat cake!
The other morning:, at an early hour,

the sky was lead, the rain was pour¬
ing, scarcely anybody was on the street
but the milkman and the boy carrying
papers. At the corner of 15th and V

streets, the passerby heard a hideous
"caw-cawing" overhead, and the plain¬
tive troubled notes of a frightened
dove. On the tip-top of the cross ris¬
ing above the roof of the church at
the corner, there perched solidly a big
black swashbuckler of a crow cawing
in an outrageous manner at a dove
down on the roof whose numerous
family live in one of the church towers.
The tableau is symbolical. The cross.

suffering.is the lot of humanity, and
the way to take it is like the dove to
make a nest right under it. Hut the
world today is full of horrid noisy
blackbirds that by making a loud,
hoarse noise about the people's rights
and other things connected with ambi¬
tion call attention to their ugly selves,
which is precisely their aim in life, for
when they have one's attention so fixed
on evil that one loses sight of the
cross and no longer hears the voice of
the dove, behold the mission of evil is
accomplished.

* *

I'ear Editor:
Your "Cheer Up" propaganda baa begun to

work already, for your idea which I read this
Put me at once in a very happy and

cheerful frame of mind.
I think it is an excellent idea to get people

to dwell on their blessings rather than on the
trials of life, or the horrors In Europe I do
hope you will have groat success with It, and I
inclose you immediately my lists.
Because I have to live on a farm sometimes

I let myself be cast down in spirit, for the life
of a young girl on a farm in Maryland Is often
lonely. 1 have thought lately I should like to
go to Europe and be a nurse for the poor sol¬
diers. This morning with the idea of making
t he most of my blessings In my mind. I think
perhaps I shall be brave and helpful in another
way. I am going out in the kitchen to make
strawberry Jam.

LIST OF BLESSIN08.
1. Life. 7. Health.
2. Religion. 8. Youth.
3. Devoted parents. 9. Absence of sorrow.
4. AfTectionato family. 10. Freedom from care,
X. Kind friends. anxiety.
O. Christian education. 11. Countless favors.

Sincerely yours.

AnneArundei county, Md.
»

* *
I>ear Cheer-Up Editor:
The task of enumerating ten blessings or

ruusts for cheerfulness leads one into the pit-
'Jills of the trite and the bromides. The every-
My joys of

1: Ordinary physical wellbeing.
2. ()t book*.
3. Of outdoors.
4. Of congenial companionship.5. Of a certain degree of fcrtone which

fioney secures arc enjoyed by .. many that one
feels somewhat foolish in dwelling on them
as sources of happiness. But this is a little
unique perhaps, which has proved my greatest
source of Joy. I am forty year* old and find a

woman attains many upw delights after she has
reluctantly accepted her middle age aa an es¬

tablished fact.
That is the sixth blessing. Then comes
7. The pleasure of selecting and wearing at¬

tractive and becoming clothes, which ia even
greater than when ehe was fifteen or twenty
years younger, for the woman of forty may
pt111 possess all the rharma of her eez and this
besides.she knows how to nse them.

8. The ever recurring pleaaure of making new

and interesting friends. The discovery tliat a

friendly attitude begets an equally friendly at¬
titude. and that one may even go unaccom¬
panied and unknown into a large group of
strangers and after a few weeks come away
with a long list of pleasant relationships estab¬
lished, of points of view exchanged and en:
larged.

9. The joy of discovering that old friendships
long dorment by virtue of separation and differ
ing environments may be renewed and revived on
a plane even more satisfactory than that of the
pager, exacting, enthusiastic friendships of the
twenties.

10. Finally, there is a certain security and
serenity of love which makes the happiness
possible in the forties equal if not surpass the
joy of being twenty.

Sincerely yours,

Cleveland Park.
?

* *
Dear Cheer-Up Editor:
My mother read your idea out loud at the

breakfast table, and I want to tell you F have
ten blessings, only they are really fourteen.

All my duck eggs hatched.fourteen of them.
1 was sure tbe rain would spoil them, but it
didn't.

I ain also thankful for my white donkey and
my turkeys, snd most of all, I am thankful
I live on a farm.

Your little friend.
Aged Eleven.

Fairfax, Va.
?

* *
Dear Cheer-tTp Editor:

I want to thank you for the idea conveyed in
The Sunday Star. I have been deserted by my
husband, and it has seemed that 1 had good
cause to be sad. Yet now that you hsvp made
me stop to think about It. I knrw thai thai is
not so. I have many, many hlessingir still, and
I will resolutely set myself to he happy, for I
know that I am glad because I have

1. My growing children.
2. Perfect health.
8. Many proved friends.

I am glad that
4- I want to good.
5. f can feed my family.
6. We all have shelter.
T. I am a 1*. S.'er.
K. I'm not a man.
9. I had an anomaly -a good man for ft

father.
1<>. I'm glad that I'm glad for all the above.

Sincerely yours,

Rookville, Md.
W

* *

Dear Cheer-Fp Editor:
The Sunday Star followed me to Old Point

Comfort, where I am staying a while trying to

get thin. When- 1 read your idea my first
thought was. "Ob. dear, how can a girl count
her blessings and be growing fatter every day."
If I had the blessing of poverty, which I have
not, it would bp easier, then I'd not have to eat
chicken a la king and biscuit tartaric every
day. I have been taking swimming lemons
trying to improve my lot. and, of course, I sin

thankful, so here Is my list of blessings:
1 know two swimming strokes that make* two

blessings) now and go the width of the po<»I
without a life preserver.

I have not been permitted to fall in love with
the swimming instructor, a precious thing aged
twenty-four. who. though I have quite lost my
heart and head over him. ignores poor fat me
for two slim blue-eyed damsel*. whom I mu»t
therefore count two more blessings

I Spend a great deal of time gossiping witu
the old lady whom T am visiting. There might
have been two old ladles to gossip with, so I
sm thankfut for the absence of the other one.
That makes live blessings, doesn't it. and

others are;
I. Eyes to see with.
'J. Ears to hear with.
3. Nose to smell with.
4. Tongue to taste with.
.V Hands to touch with in a word, a fire

fold power to enjoy a world thst is plenty good
and Joy enough for

Yours truly.
Poor, Fat, Frivooua ME.


